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cropped, he had large blue staring eyes that,
Judith saw, were now mad with an ununderstand-
ing terror. But his mouth, which was a child's
mouth, uncertain and tremulous, was trying to be
resolved and manly.

She was, against her will, so terribly close that
she was forced to see these things; she fancied
then (she knew afterwards it could have been only
fancy) that as soon as he was on the platform
the boy's eyes were seeking hers. What he was
doing was searching the crowd, the houses, the
sky; a wild animal at bay looking for escape,
although he knew that there was none. But Judith
fancied that she could help him. Raising herself
on her toes she nodded and smiled and nodded
again; even (although she did not know it) her
lips were forming words:*Be brave! I'll help
you! I want to help you! Be brave! *

Indeed he tried to be, poor lad. Things
moved very quickly. The parson, who looked
shabby and had mud on his stockings, read from
a book. The boy came forward. He was in his
shirt and breeches; the shirt, open, had slipped
from one shoulder and showed his breast. His
face was ruddy in spite of his fear; he looked as
though he should have been caught robbing an
orchard.

He came forward and began to speak bravely
enough. Now an absolute silence froze the scene.
Carts could be heard rattling on the Strand cobbles
very far away.

* Good people,' he began (his voice was fresh
and very young), * I am told to bid you all farewell